LETTERS OF SRI AUROBINDO
or even come near to that power and beauty. Here
your intellectual dictum that poetry lives by its
aesthetic quality alone and has no need of truth or
that truth must depend upon aesthetics to become
poetic at all, has no longer any meaning. For there
truth itself is highest poetry and has only to appear
to be utterly beautiful to the vision, the hearing, the
sensibility of the soul. There dwells and from there
springs the mystery of the inevitable word, the
supreme immortal rhythm, the absolute significance
and the absolute utterance.
I hope you do not feel crushed under this ava-
lanche of metaphysical psychology; you have called
it upon yourself by your questioning about the
Qvermind's greater, larger and deeper aesthesis.
What I have written is indeed very scanty and
sketchy, only some of the few essential things that
have to be said; but without it I could not try to
give you any glimpse of the meaning of my phrase.
This greater aesthesis is inseparable from the greater
truth, it is deeper because of the depth of that truth,
larger by all its immense largeness. I do not expect
the reader of poetry to come anywhere near to all
that, he could not without being a Yogi or at least
a sadhak: but just as the overhead poetry brings
some touch of a deeper power of vision and creation
into the mind without belonging itself wholly to
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